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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Bright as Maytime was my daytime; night is soft and deep: 
Though the morrow bring forth sorrow, well are ye that weep. 

And this stanza-form, from In a Garden, has an exqui- 
sitely appropriate grace and lightness: 

Baby, see the flowers! 

— Baby sees 

Fairer things than these, 
Fairer though they be than dreams of ours. 

One may suggest the flavor, but not the richness, of 
Swinburne's prodigality in this garden of babyhood — the 
reader must look for himself. The book closes with that 
thirty-poem lament for "a house without children," A Dark 
Month, poems which are spun out too thin quite to deserve 
Mr. Gosse's adjective, "impassioned." H. M. 

CORRESPONDENCE 

SERVING IN THE A. E. F. 

The following letter from one of this month's contributors, 
a First Lieutenant in the 330th Infantry, is dated Paris, 
Jan. 8th, 1919: 

Dear Poetry: I am revelling in your bunch of back numbers 
as in a first taste of chocolate after months deprived of luxuries. 

I finally managed to give up being a liaison officer — a piffling 
kind of job. I got myself transferred to Aeroplane Observation, 
which, next to being a pilot is the nearest approach to deification 
possible to man. And just as I was about to begin my flying Peace 
broke out and I came down to earth with a crash. I was thrown 
into a Classification Camp and thence into the Railroad Transporta- 
tion Service, since I know as much about Railroad Transportation 
as I do about the weaning of infants. Just at present I am R. T. O. 
at Chartres, in command of one enlisted man, and with a rank be- 
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Serving in the A. E. F. 



tween the Baggage-man and the Assistant Station-master. It some- 
times seems to me curious that when I order some seventy hard-bit 
veterans into a freight-car, where they are to live during a two- or 
three-day trip, they obey me without question; it seems funny that 
tbey don't say, "Where were you when we were in the Argonne?" 
and refuse to ride in anything but first-class coaches. 

It is a pleasant kind of life, though; the life of a railroad sta- 
tion is changeful and vivid (did you ever read Zola's La Bete 
Humainet) And it gives me a thrill to wave my hand to the en- 
gineer and see a gigantic locomotive go heaving and spitting out of 
the station as if I had kicked it out. There's not much sense in 
grumbling because I haven't had a bloody job in the war, because 
nobody would believe me anyhow. 

Is there anything in French you. want? Most modern French 
poetry is mannered and bloodless, I think, but I gather that Pro- 
fessor Pound does not. Morris Bishop 



NOTES 

Mr. Ezra Pound's free translation of a series of Latin poems 
by Propertius, of which we offer numbers I, II, III, and VI, will be 
included in his new book to be published in May or June in London. 
It is understood that Mr. Pound will, soon issue, in the same capital, 
the 'first number of a new magazine to be called The Criterion. 

A distinguished Latinist of the University of Chicago says: "Mr. 
Pound's poems are, in the main, free translations, with excisions 
here and additions there. Most of them are from the third book, 
the first as here given being made up of the first and second of 
the original. The one numbered IV is mainly based on the thir- 
teenth poem of book two with considerable building-up from else- 
where." 

Dr. William Carlos Williams, of Rutherford, N. J., was another 
of Poetry's earliest contributors. His latest book, Al Que Quiere 
(Four Seas Co.), was reviewed last April. 

Ditto Frances Shaw (Mrs. Howard Shaw), of Chicago, whose 
latest book is Songs of a Baby's Day (A. C. McClurg). G. O. 
Warren (Mrs. Fiske Warren), of Boston, author of Trackless 
Regions (Blackwell) ; Miss Hortense Flexner, of Louisville, Ky.; 
and Miss Anna Spencer Twitchell, now of Los Angeles, have also 
appeared in POETRY. 
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